Dolce Far Niente,

A Mlttla time of silenee In the heat,
A Uttle time of Indolent delight,
A lttle slumber at her gentle feot
\'«'In; ll;ﬂltga enchantment and excoszs of
!.

Hght;
A little languid dreaming In the sun,
And, ah, how simply happiness ix won!

Long have we toil'd in dusty elty wnys,
To snare the fMlying form that will not
turn
And bless us, ol
dnys:
Long have we borne with hearts that
throb and yearn,
The ating of sorrow Fve'ry human wiw
Hnas stricken us, and yet we did  not
know,

our bitter, strenuous

Wea did not know what happy drenmera
EuUess,

That 1;rnly when the busy hands are
&1l

And thoughl contents lt=elf in Wllene o,

1 she subservient to our graspine will

Then, "twixt a slumber and o slgh, man
hears

The mem'ry haunting music of the years,

A Uttle tlme shot In with
leaves,
A Il_!lll- gpace 1o waleh Lhe clouds go

flow're and

by,
Drifting In depths of blue, and sadness
leaves
The heart as fresh and radiant as e

sky |
And she who scorn’d ug when we could
it weep,
Vielte our heart

when they are prone Lo
sleep

—Pal! Mall Gazetle,
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Bramp Hay's Pot-Boifer

By LLOYD WILLIAMS

“What's
a pair of clearly-penciled eyebrows.

this?" she asked, knilting

“That's only a
pled, airily.

For two years he had heen painting
mysterions “impressions” to the im-
mense satisfaction of himsell and a
select circle of highly intellectual,
longhaired friends. They were won-
derful pietures with fantastic titles,
and might be hung in any light with-
out loss of effect, but the British pub-
e showed no disposition to purchase
them.

Now, considered as impressions,
Brampton Hay's pictures were undo-
niable. Considered as salable articles
for (he decoration of galleries or
rooms they were a complete failure
Conzequently when he observed that
his modest banking account was he-
coming so ridiculously modest as to
approach the non-existent state, like
n wise young man he et to work on
something likely to prove convertible
Into money.

“What is a pot-bailer?” she asked.
“1 suppose you will think me a Philis-
tine for not knowing, but although 1
have often heard the werd 1 have
never properly understeod it.”

“Pol-boiling,"” he said, with the self-
confldent air of 4 young man who has
absorbed the wisdom of the ages, “is
the art of painting or writing ‘rot.,” "

She looked at him in amazement
and then turned and looked aganin at
the pleture, which until she arrived
had stood on the ground, face to the
wall, in disgrace.

“Why paint ‘rot'?” she asked.

“Because the publie like it,” he sald
gravely, “and when the publie like a
thing they buy it; buying it involves
paying for it, and when people pay
for things you have the wherewithal
to purchase bread and buiter and
possibly a small piece of cheese to go
with it.”

“You mean that the public don't
buy these?” she gaid, indicating with
a sweep of her arm the stacks of
“impressions” with which the little
gludio was Tarnishoed,

“They don't.,” he said. dryly.

“But they will huy thig?" she said,
indicating the pot-boiler,

“With all my heart I hope s0,” he
said.

“One more question,” she mur-
mured, with a pretty smile, “and then
I will try not to be a Philistine again.
In what respect is that picture ‘rot’?"

He looked at his handiwork with
his head on one side while an expres-
sion somewhere between pride and
disdain flickered across his face. Why
was it “rot?” He hardly knew how to
explain it in so many words,

"You see, there (s no artistic pre.

pot-boiler,” he re-

"

tensgion in that picture,” he sald slow-
ly. “There is no—eh—tone, no imag-
Inative effect, no subtle contrast. The
pleture doesn't appeal to you as a
picture, but as a story.”

“Musin't a pleture mean anything,
then?” she asked, innocently.

“To be sure it should,” he sald, hur-
riedly. “But its meaning should be
pictorial, not—not——"

“Not human?”

“Not narrative,” he corrected se-
verely, Then he added with deep dis-
dain: “That is the kind of pleture
peaple will aflix in its print form to
cottage walls."

“T suppose that would be humili
nting,” sho remarked, demurely,

“You are langhing at me,” he sald,
with a perfectly good-temperod smile,

“Not at all; T am honestly trying to
understand the point of view,” she
safd hastily, giving him a look which,
had he happened to see it, would have
cheered him more than a dozen fa-
vorable eriticisms, "1 suppose ! shall
always be a Philistine,” she went on,
“for it seems to me that this pleture
is the best in the room."”

He looked at her in sllent aston-
ishment, and perhaps disappointment.

“Let me see if 1 understand it,"” ghe
sald. “Yon have a farm honse, and by
the rod elay soil 1 should say it is
Devonsghirve, or al any rato west coun-
try. In a field oulside the homestead
there s a young man lyving aslecp and
a dear old mongrel doggie 1s looking
al him. The title of the piclure is
the most peculinr part of it. You eall
it "T'he New Road.” Just at first it
somnds nnsuitable, but let me see if 1
have guessed the riddle correctly, The
yveung man is hall siarving and uiter-
Iy exhausted, his clothes are London-
ified but in rags; his boots are drop-
ping off his feet, he is dead Leat, at
the lowest ebb of despair. But he has
in lact struck the new road. IHe has
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“That’s only a pot-boiler,” he said,
airily.

been to London and gone more than
half way (o the bad, then he has
turned his face toward home. He
seems to have tramped most of the
way, and he has arrived there just
before davbreak one spring morning.
Utterly worn out, he has flung him-
self down under a blossom-laden ap-
ple tree and fallen asleep. The sun
has risen and the dog has found him,
It iz the prodigal son in a new guise.
Yon call it “The New Road'—Lthat is,
he has turned his back on the old
road and Is going to begin afrosh.”

He secined to be about to offer some
explanation, for he kept his artistic
faculties quite apart from his love
ol human nature, and was about to
explain that a beauntiful story is not
the same thing as a beautiful picture,
but at that moment a girl’s volice was
heard.

“Are you two people never coming
to tea?" she said.

So the two people strolled into thi
adjoining room where the fancee of
Brampton Hay's chum was dispensing
tea

It was a red-letter afterncon for the
two youpng Aartists when the girls
swooped down upon them unexpect

| edly. Bir George Chalmers had found

- -

it necessary to run up to London on

business, and had very properly
brought his daughter and her visitor
with him for the outing.

Clem Wilton, who shared a studio
with Hay, was naturally enraptured
when his sweetheart wired to gay she
was coming.

But even his joy was exceeded by
that of his friend at the news that
Luey Chalmers would take part in
the “swoeop.” The two young men had
spent a cheery holiday the year be
lore in Devonshire, where they had
bhoth fallen vietims to the young gen-
tleman who is usually represented as
heing attired in the Spartan simpliclty
of a bow amd arrow. Buat their fates
wore widely different, Clem, who was
a nobady in partienlar, had suceumbed
to the charms of a girl whose posi

tion was not more exalted than his
own, Consequently, in  due course
they were comfortably engaged In

quite the old-fashioned, commonplace
way.

Hut DBrampton Hay had no such
luel; although the two girls were
friends, he had the misfortune to fall
in love with the one who was daugh-
ler to two millions of money. Now,
hirth and position are often bars to
romantic unions, but there Is no bar
s0 inseparable as enormous wealth,

Consequently Brampton and Lucy
understood from the first that their
cause was practieally hopeless, They
mnde no particular seceret of thelr af-
feetion, for Sir George had no dislike
for the young man himselfl and was
wise enough not to oppose his daugh-
tor's “andmirer” so long as the “famlily
duty"” was porfectly understood,

“My dear old Brampton,” the girl
had said when he proposed for the
twenty-seventh time, “yon know what
my feclings are, but what ean 1 do?
I suppose it's awfully unhercic of me,
but I would no more think of marry-
ing a man o whom old dad objected
than I would think of marrying a
man to whom 1 objected myscll.’

“Perhape he will come ‘round some
day,” said Bramplon.

“Perhaps s0,” she sald, with a wist-
ful smile.

Women have more patience, and, it
must bo admitted, more common sense
in these matters., She was very fond
of Brampton, and was certain that, as
his wife, she would have been ex-
tremely  happy; but she also saw
that it was not to he,

It was while the four young people
were gitting at tea that the house-
keeper—a woman of most respectable
nzlinesg—announced a gentleman.

“1 suppose I must see who it is,"
sald Brampton.

Ile sirolled out imto the studio
where his visitor awaited him and
found it was Sir George Chalmers

himself, who had finished his business
carlier than he anticipated.

“You are just in time for a ecup of
tea, sir,” said Brampton, with the
heartiness appropriate to the father
of the girl he wanted to marry.

The old man paid no attention to
the welcome nor to the outstretched
hand,

“What do you mean by that ple-
ture?” he asked, pointing to the pot-
boiler.

“That? Oh! that is just a little fan-
cy picture” said Brampton.

He was somewhat astonished at the
question because hitherto Sir George
had declined to take any interest in
his work, having no “fancy for the
rubbish."

“Yes, yes,” sald the old fellow, Tes-
tily. “But what put the jdea into your
head? What does the pieture repre-
sent? What do you mean by it?”

“I call it *“The New Road,'"
Brampton,

The old man looked at him with a
kind of flerce surprise. “But the farm
house,” he said. “"Where is it? What
g its name?"

“That s More Farm near Mary
Tavy,” sald Brampton with a smlile.
‘'l was born there, When I was in
Devonshire last year | made a sketch
of the old place, and the other day
when | wanted a subject for a pot
hoiler T uged {¢."

“You were born thers,”
Eir George.

sald

muttered

“But whe {s the young

man lying asleap, and why do you
call It “'The New Road?' "

“The true history of the pleture la
this,” said Brampton. “Before I was
born a young man was found one
morning asleep under the apple tree
just outside the orchard. Ho was
half starving and In rags. My moth:
er, who never allowed a stranger (o
go away emptly, took him in, tubbed
him and clothed him, fixed him up
with a square breakfast, and sent him
away rejoieing. Before he left the
young fellow told her his etory. Hoe
had got himself into an ugly serape in
London—gone to the bad, In fact—
and had run away., Of course, shoe
gave him a straight talk—yon know
what women are, sic,” Brampton clear-
ol his throat hastily, “and made him
promise (o go home and make a clean
breast of it."

“What suggested the title?” asked
Sir George, bluntly.

“A whimsieal notlon of my own,”
sald Brampton. "“When my mother
had finigshed with him she pul him on
his road, for he had lost his bearings.
She took him to the deor and told
him to go to the right by the new
rond over the hill, It is a fantastio
idea, hut 1 took it as my title. Of
course, nobody will over know ex-
actly what T meant by it, though your
daughter gave a very shrewd guesa
at the general meaning.'

Sir George lookad al the pleture for
a few minutes with blinking eyes,
whiiec HBrampton watched him in sl
lence.

“Would you eare to hesr the rosl of
that story?"” the old man anked.,

“I should Indeed, sir."

“That lad left the furm with the
kiss of a good woman on his cheek
and the blessing of God in his ears,
and he Kept his word and went home,"
sald Sir George in a low volee. “"His
own mother wepl over him and his
father flogged him  heartily for a
sknlking young thief, and between
them they made a man of him. Aft.
erwards he went to America and
prospered well enough, and when he
returned to England he e¢ven came Lo
some honor."

The old man had mentioned no
names, and Brampton, with rare tact,
was equally silent,

“The end of the slory justifics my
title, sir,” was all he gaid.

“Curlously enough,” added Bir
George, “he never succecded in find-
ing his way back to thank that wom-
an, though he often tried. It was a
kind of lost chapter in his life, though
he never forgot it. Ah! hero is Lucy.”

She had heard her father's volee
and entered the studio, but seelng by
the faces of the two men thal some-
thing unusual had been happening, sha
atood in silence.

At last Sir George spoke in the
steady, matter-of-fact volee of the trie-
born Anglo-Saxon who will suffer in-
ternal agony rather than display any
emotion.

“I have finished earlier than [ ex-
pected, Luey,” he said, “but there is
another call I must make, Bo I will
come back for you in about an hour.”

The old man spoke as if he were
half dazed, but he walked to the door
of the studio with a firm step. Here,
however, he stopped and sald, with a
note of tenderness in his voilee which
was unfamiliar to Brampton, though
not to Luey, “Tell her the true story
of 'The New Road." Tell her all. Keep
nothing back."”

He paused, bhut went on steadily,
“Tell her what It means (o me, what
It means to her, It will be for her to
say what it means to you."

And with that he left them.—The
Tattler.

May Visit Criople Creek.

It is expected thal Cripple Creelk,
Colo., will be the meeting place of tha
Transmississippl commereial congress
next year. The business men are anx-
fous to visit “the greatest gold camp
on earth,” whose production of the yel-
low metal for the last ten years, If
made into $20-pleces and placed edge
to edge, would make a continuons
band of gold from New York to San
Francisco,




